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	1. Chapter 1

_~OKAY first things first this story is a pet project of mine I'm a fan of the Young Justice show and was deeply upset that they decided it didn't deserve more seasons so naturally I did the only thing any other human being would do... I started writing my own version. (Other people do this too right?)_

_I recently read a Young Justice fanfic called 'Sapphire eyes' would recommend the read if its your thing and I loved the OC aspect of the story creating your own OC leaves you with so many delicious directions to take the story to._

_So this will be an OC storyline with not one but two OCs! And yes I know that it isn't everyone's cup of tea but as I said this is my pet project I'm merely writing this because I enjoy to do so and I can't resist conjuring up my own little people it will flow with the main story as best as possible without becoming a copy and paste of the actual YJ story lines (Originality is vital!) This will also have a m/m side later on down the line so don't act all surprised when that pops up I have warned thee!_

_Now enjoy..._

_._

_._

_._

**Chapter 1 Trouble begins**

**Ethan POV**

Hospitals have always made me feel uneasy, the clinical white walls, smell of various medicines and chemicals the feeling of illness and disease all around, how many people come into here and never make it out? How many have to sit waiting to hear bad news?

Listening to the hustle and bustle around me it is easy to hear how busy everyone is here doctors scampering around to tend to bleeding patients whilst nurses tend to the less needy.

This place is packed full of people coughing, sneezing or groaning in pain I know a lot of them by name first and second after spending so much time coming back and forth to this place it was hard not to get to know them.

Despite the place being overcrowded Gotham Central is the best hospital around technically its the only hospital around, the only legal one anyway, there were a few private clinics reserved for the wealthy and the influential but aside from that this is the only place you could come without fearing for your wallet.

I've been here for a good hour the nurse who I spoke to at the front desk was nowhere to be seen, huffing moodily I got up out of my seat making my way over to the nearest nurse who looked the least occupied tapping her lightly on the shoulder she spun round eyes wide and expecting focusing upon me she put on a warm smile for show.

"Hey there sweetie is everything okay? Can I help you?"

She seemed like a friendly woman but that might just be a mask, I doubt anyone could truly be so upbeat after seeing some of the horrors that are wheeled into this building.

"I've been waiting to see my mother for awhile, nurse at the desk said she was coming out of surgery soon but I'm still waiting on news"

"What's her name?"

"Mary, Mary Tucker, I'm Ethan Tucker I have got ID if you need it"

She shook her head looks like she knew the name well enough.

"That won't be necessary, Doctor Wesley said you would drop by at some point, I'll take you to him he should be in your mothers room now this way"

She strolled down the corridor with me in tow trying to keep up with her quick paced steps, the deeper you get into this place the more chemical everything seems to smell, my hands tremble, just breathe... breathing is good.

After a few minutes of half-jogging around the building we stopped outside of one of the private rooms reserved for long-term patients the nurse gave a polite goodbye and left me alone in the corridor.

_Its only been a few days she should have been okay right?_

Summoning what courage I had I opened the door to be greeted to the sight of Doctor Wesley standing over my mother's bed checking the machine readings he seemed to be concentrating so I let him be instead focusing on my mother the Doc would speak to me when he was ready.

She has looked better but compared to the state she was in a few months back this is nothing but an improvement, her hair gathered around her in a brown halo subtle wrinkles on her forehead and the corner of her eyes, the steady rising and falling of her chest she almost seemed peaceful slipping into the chair beside her bed quietly I took hold of her hand waiting for the good Doctor to give me some news.

"Hey Mom, I'm here now"

My parents came to Gotham when they were young each with the idea of trying to help a city in disorder both of them trained up to become cops meeting the other while working in GCPD they fell in love and somewhere along the line they had me the three of us against the world, the three amigos, Well that's how I saw it I've always been close to them it was devastating to lose Pop, I won't lose her as well.

About a year ago they were on the same patrol who had the unfortunate luck of running into one of the turf wars between Falcone and Black Mask thugs, they were caught in the cross fire, my father didn't make it but my mother managed to get out alive the injuries she gained however were complicated I didn't quite get all the medical jargon but now she spent nearly all of her time strapped to a hospital bed being fed all kinds of medication to keep her going.

I just wanted her to get better but it was looking bleak as one problem after the other appeared leading to our savings drying up quickly.

I had tried to find work left school early to do so but it proved tricky no-one wanted to employ someone so young that could end up being a 'liability' so I had turned to less legal ways of gaining income, I wasn't stupid I knew it was wrong but I had no options left aside from signing up with one of the local gangs it was a well known fact that Two-face and Penguin are always hiring new cannon fodder for their front lines if either of them knew about my powers they would try to get me on their side as quickly as possible but I would never work for filth like them, never.

Besides if _he_ found out about my powers I would really be in some real trouble, Gotham is the infamous resting grounds of the Batman someone who you really don't want to pick a fight with, I have never seen him myself but some of the things you hear… they make him sound like some sort of devil appearing from the shadows only to vanish in the blink of an eye, endless news report of entire gangs beaten to a pulp some of the major players of the crime family taken out of the game in a single night, I wouldn't last a second.

Nether the less I still risked my neck doing small robberies on various stores during the night and only when I was a hundred percent sure _he_ was occupied elsewhere, Two-face had been a god-send for keeping the bat busy lately I had managed to make a few good scores that kept the my mothers treatment ongoing.

I rarely had any trouble breaking into the buildings my powers as far as I knew allowed me to take control of over various solid materials like rocks, dirt cement even bricks meaning I was able to make most obstacles disappear at command and then reappear to cover my tracks, I would be inside the buildings in seconds I've never taken too much just enough to keep us going my belief is that if I took little it wouldn't draw too much attention I can keep myself two steps ahead of GCPD and as long as my crimes weren't big enough to get Batman's attention I'll be okay I wasn't hurting anybody or causing substantial damage I only took what we _needed._

My approach for getting past the vault and safe doors was more hands on than most of my entrances I'm not a master thief I had no idea how to crack a safe the traditional way but if I focused hard enough I could manipulate my own form to solidify into crystal when I'm in this state I'm strong, like really strong.

I hadn't tested my abilities limits yet but I had been able to rip through vaults and safes like wet paper it was scary at first feeling something as tough as metal break apart under your fingers but over time I grew to enjoy the feeling, the power, I would be lying if I said a small part of me didn't thrive in the rush my crimes brought although the guilt that comes afterwards wasn't so enjoyable. Sadly there was a downside to that part of my powers maintaining the solid state was exhausting not to mention turning into a human-sized diamond made me heavy and slow usually I only maintained the state in my arms so I could move freely.

Doctor Wesley moved away from the monitors picking up his clipboard from the foot of the bed he grunted quietly shaking his head from side to side in disapproval but he didn't make eye contact or give any clue to what he is unhappy about so I continued to wait patiently for him to speak, Mary shuffled in her sleep a ghost of a smile on her lips squeezing my hand with hers like she knew I was there I squeeze back hoping she could sense my presence.

I know that its wrong to steal and stealing with the aid of powers made it that much worse I had dreamed of using them for good as a kid I had even made myself a stupid costume with the various resources a six-year old would have, the stickers always fell off and the glue never held the cardboard together but it made my parents laugh they always thought I would grow to be a great hero.

I had wanted to fight off the bad guys with Superman or go saving alien worlds with Green Lantern my had teachers always scolded me for day-dreaming my lessons away I learned much later on that sometimes your dreams end up being just that, dreams, you find yourself doing the things you hate so passionately as a way to keep those you love afloat.

If it kept her alive I would pay whatever the price I don't want to be left alone, over the years I slowly gained a tighter grasp of my capabilities but practicing in the middle of Gotham City is incredibly difficult there are too many eyes and ears that could notice, during my childhood there had been times I used them accidentally such as running around the park as a sugar-hyped kid with my hands in the air unaware of all the stones and pebbles following my hand movements my mother had made us take a quick exit with a red face but thankfully no one had seen, other times I unknowingly tensed parts of my body causing them to crystallize when I grabbed a cup or took a seat, there was a big pile of broken chairs and mugs to testify to that.

As funny as some of the situations had been I need to be careful Gotham has a terrible reputation for some of the most dangerous and vile scum out there the people here had suffered enough I didn't want to cause more by frightening them into thinking yet another villain _with_ powers had appeared so most of the time I ended up practicing on the actual job.

Doctor Wesley cleared his throat to gain my attention he had put his clipboard down and was smiling down at me offering his hand as a friendly gesture I took it gladly.

"It's good to see you again Ethan, I was hoping I could talk to you for a bit if you don't mind, we've had to keep Mary in an induced coma while she heals"

"Oh...how long this time?"

"Its hard to say if I had to put a number to it I would say thirty days minimum"

"Right, okay as long as she gets better, thank you for taking care of her by the way"

He smiled again before continuing.

"Its my job, your mother is a strong woman despite her condition shes pulling through however slow the progress may be"

He lost himself to thought as his eyes went back to the monitor beside the bed looking through the readings again.

"Yeah, sounds like her, she's a tough cookie alright, Dad said she could knock a knife out of a man's hands and have him cuffed in the blink of an eye"

I missed Dad something fierce his absence was most noticeable in the moments where he would have come up with some bad joke to crack or some wise piece of advice to give I wish he was still here with us, but he's gone.

"Your Father was a good man Ethan I had the pleasure of knowing him as a friend"

I bit my lip, why did I have to go mentioned my old man like that, Wesley sighed clearly picking up on the taboo topic turning his full attention back to me.

"There is something else I need to discuss, your mother _is_ recovering she will make it through this but the treatment she is on is getting expensive"

I already know I've done the calculations myself I wasn't getting enough to keep up with the costs all I need is enough to cover her treatment I know where that money might be found but I want to believe there is an alternative I am very unhappy with having to steal from small scores doing something bigger filled me with dread.

"I don't know what your financial state is and I hate to have to land this burden on someone so young, but are you sure you can afford it?"

No, not at least with what we had at the moment I _need_ to do something bigger something more risky, I know a few possible locations with bigger vaults...

"How much?"

Caught of guard by my bluntness he took a moment to reply regaining his composure he took out his pen and scribbled a number onto a piece of paper, taking a glance at the figure my fears were confirmed.

"Listen son maybe.."

"We have the money, don't worry, just get her the help she needs"

I felt torn about what I was going to do I want to wait till she wakes up so we could talk about everything but I also know she would probably demand I go back to school and let her worry about these things instead she would say she could handle it that it was her problem, I gave her a fleeting look biting my lip, if I do this it could stick with me forever but I'm going to regardless of the dangers I know she can't do anything whilst stuck within the hospital so it is up to me.

I'm _going_ to help her _I_ can solve all this, _I_ can make all the pain go away.

I squeezed her hand then planted a soft kiss on her forehead.

"Don't worry Mom, I'll sort everything out, you just focus on getting better"

I didn't wait around to see if she reacted to my voice I left the room before I could talk myself down, I have to get some big bucks and quick, that meant I need a bigger stunt and I couldn't do it in Gotham past attempts by other bad guys had _always_ ended badly for them the bat always found them and nobody had ever beaten Batman in his city.

It was impossible to do anything substantial in Gotham with Batman around so I need to go out of state somewhere out of his jurisdiction and find myself an easy target which meant I will need to be prepared for anything including confrontations, I just pray that my mother never finds out about this it would destroy her but I've made my choice and I'll make sure she doesn't ever find out she deserves a good life and I'll get her one no matter what.

There are so many things out there that are all left to chance my mothers life is not one, nothing will be guaranteed for us unless I go out and make it a certainty myself, think of this as me taking control of my own fate, being proactive in the worst way possible with the likely future of having my ass handed to me by the League.

A few hours later I'm using what funds we had to grab a flight out of Gotham feeling doubt settle its nasty claws into my mind, I planned this out I was really doing this I'm going to become a 'bad guy' like Two-face or The Riddler, no, not like them I will not hurt anybody only take what I need but seriously if I get stuck with one of those terrible villain names I'm going to be so pissed.

.

.

.

**Sarah POV**

"Sarah! The guests are arriving you need to hurry up, pronto!"

Sarah frowned at the door so far she had managed to pretend with success that the rest of the world didn't exist, unfortunately Heather knew most of her tricks by now and as much as pretending the world wasn't there it was and it demanded her presence.

Tonight was the night, the night where she was to bag her family a place in the history books fifteen years old and expected to cement future fortunes for her family, it didn't help Sarah at all that she was nervous so much depended on this her future her family even her freedom.

The girl known as Sarah Turner had lived a very caged life said cage was made of gold and covered in gems but it was still a cage, her parents goliaths of the business world wanted her to be perfect down to the last hair on her head a desire that shaped everything and anything that she did.

Sarah took several deep breathes in and out as she pulled a comb through her hair, her family was one of the most respected in Star City due to their unmatched skills and expertise in trade, because of this there were certain expectations that she had to follow she recited them in her head.

Perfect appearance, perfect speech, perfect grades perfect everything and Sarah had no choice but to live up to those expectations, friends were not allowed distractions from the bigger goals, public schools were not good enough private tutors only, unapproved hobbies were unacceptable unless related towards building the family future.

"Perfect"

Sarah glared as she spoke the word aloud like a curse, her curse, in her heart this was not what she wanted in the slightest.

She hated the business world she hated all the people she had to smile and shake hands with she hated attending parties and having to pretend that the smile on her face was genuine she wanted to scream, to smack them all in their smug faces to tell them all to go to hell and most of all she hated her parents.

But she couldn't say such things aloud mother and father would not approve years and years of conditioning had made her fearful of displeasing her parents a fear that she carried everyday, Sarah mentally repeated calming exercises she had taught herself in an attempt to bury the fear so she could focus, tonight was an important night.

She had no choice in the matter she had to follow her parents instructions and parade herself around as their private show horse wrapping every gentleman and lady around her delicate little fingers because it was what was expected of her, the perfect damsel in distress story only Sarah didn't want some spoiled rich prince coming to her rescue; she just wanted some freedom room to breathe without her parents judgmental glares burning through her skull, if she played her part tonight that could become a possibility.

When she was told she would be attending this event and what was at stake Sarah found some courage to ask for something in return, more freedom, at first she had thought her parents would scream in horror at such a request but she was surprised when they agreed.

And all she had to do was charm the hearts of the visiting investors, all of them, her heart quickened at the thought why was she so nervous? Sarah had done this a hundred times it wasn't anything she couldn't handle.

No, it was her parents voices echoing in the back of her head repeating themselves over and over whispering promises of a looser leash, that was what made her so nervous because for once she was working to gain something _she_ wanted.

This was _the_ charity event of the year which brought all the wealthy and well-known members of Star City to a single venue where they would decide exactly where their money would be going for the coming year. The mansions grounds were over run with security staff all dressed in black and white sniffing around the grounds like blood hounds looking for a kill, Sarah's parents did not waste a single nickel on this event which only added to the pressure of her role here.

Among the guests tonight the one and only Oliver Queen would be attending, Oliver freaking Queen, that alone made her heart pound harder if she could win over the Queen's support she could win over anyone, his investment would be invaluable to her parents plans they wanted it desperately and so it made Sarah also want it.

The door shook violently as a large fist smacked against the wood.

"Sarah! Five minutes, down stairs NOW!"

Sarah's father was not a man to be kept waiting, taking a final look at her appearance she sighed its just one night it will be over before she knew it.

Straightening out the white dress she wore she double checked for any imperfections before studying the full image in the mirror she saw an angel innocent, beautiful with a kind smile, but that wasn't her that stranger staring back was an entirely different person, but for tonight she had to be that stranger the 'angel' if it meant getting herself just a small taste of independence it was worth it.

For one final time she put on her award winning smile and made her way towards the door before she could open it however the bulky figure of Sarah's one and only friend popped through, Heather was the head maid of their family home a woman who was known to be tough on slackers strict on rule-breakers and horrifying to trespassers.

She was a tall dark woman with a muscular build Sarah actually knew very little of Heather other than at times she was her only friend, once she had heard a rumor from one of the kitchen workers that she used to work in a specialized military unit but never thought to question Heather about it, especially since Sarah had seen her throw out several fully grown men on her own in previous events without breaking a sweat.

"Thank god I made it before you got out there child! I'm afraid I don't have long the guests are here but-"

Heather stopped her rant and took a glance at the girl before her, her eyes watered up a little and a warm smile spread across her face she wiped the tears forming in her eyes away and cleared her throat and for the sliver of a second Sarah saw something in her eyes a secret sadness perhaps even a bit of guilt?

"You look so beautiful child"

The stranger from the mirror smiled in response but Sarah did not she had heard it all before but it did mean more to her coming from Heather, the head maid had practically raised Sarah herself whilst the girl's parents kept to business and appearances she was the shoulder Sarah would turn to, she remembered her birthdays, asked how she was after a busy day and she actually talked to her as a person not an object.

"Thank you"

Sarah's voice cracked a little as the pressure finally began to build up Heather saw the slight slip and smiled.

"You can do this little one, do not worry"

She rested her hands on Sarah's shoulders looking her deep in the eye.

"What ever challenges you may face you are more than capable of overcoming them"

Sarah smiled this time nodding in agreement but she got the feeling that Heather was speaking about more than just tonight.

"Oh and before I forget"

Heather produced a small bottle spraying the contents over Sarah's shoulders and wrists, the scent reached her nostrils and Sarah felt her entire body unwind it was her favorite perfume not the expensive fancy stuff she was drowned in but the more subtle flowery scent, it was Heather's favorite as well, there was something extra to the scent today a spice she couldn't place but as quickly as she noticed it it was gone.

Sarah gave Heather a hug in thanks which she gladly returned.

"SARAH!"

Sarah jumped at her father's angry voice and didn't waste anymore time giving Heather one final hug before they both set out on their different paths she made her way down the large hallway closing the real her away more and more with each step, by the time she had reached the stairs she wasn't Sarah she was the Turner's famous daughter smiling and gliding gracefully down the steps where a few guests were already gathering.

Taking another deep lungful of the perfume Sarah calmed herself down ignoring the tingle she felt in her lungs as she breathed the scent in.

The Turners stood at the bottom of the stairs both smiling and laughing Sarah's mother was in a tight blue dress with fancy heels and jewelry that brought out all her good facial features and her father was dressed as equally smart with a sharp suit and bow-tie.

Their faces turned to stone when they saw their child descending the last step quickly ushering her closer Mr Turner gave her one look before grunting and joining some of his soon-to-be business colleagues but her mother remained for a while critically eyeing her appearance with her beady green eyes.

"Your hair looks scruffy and did you really need to-"

She took a quick inhale before sharpening those beady eyes at her daughter.

"What is that perfume? Its vulgar, did Heather give you that!? Ill have sharp words with that woman after-"

"Mom no please! She was just being nice"

She glared before easing her frown; Sarah felt a shiver run up her spine she shouldn't of spoken up that might have made her mother upset.

"No matter what is done is done"

Her mother quickly swapped faces to a bright smile as she waved to a couple walking through the door Sarah copied her mother's actions perfectly when the new couple moved away Mrs Turner took hold of her daughters arm hooking their elbows together and ushered Sarah into a steady walk.

The two smiled and waved at various guests as they navigated through the thickening crowd there had never been so many people here before hundreds of voices swirled in the air pulsing in Sarah's ears she took another lungful of the perfume it made her chest burn.

"Now Oliver Queen is over by the fireplace he is talking with some of our potential future investors if you can win over Queen in front of them it will halve the workload tonight, you are going to make sure that they both know who to invest their money and time into"

Sarah tried to gather all the information before they came to an abrupt stop and true to her word by the fireplace stood Olive Queen talking with a small group of suits he looked like a printout of all his pictures sparkling smile bright eyes and the trademark facial hair, Sarah also noted the pretty blonde woman who had her hand wrapped around his waist but this woman couldn't have looked more unimpressed with her surroundings.

Her nerves rose as her task finally settled in she could feel her knees wobble, her chest felt so hot Sarah couldn't ignore it any longer breathing felt difficult each lungful filled with the perfumes scent.

"I-I don't think I can do this, I don't feel-"

Mrs Turner tightly grabbed Sarah's arm, for a second Sarah wanted to hurt the person who grabbed her so aggressively she felt anger boil under her skin before she remembered it was her mother latched onto her.

"Don't you dare ruin everything your father and I have worked for, don't be ungrateful girl our family has given you everything and ask for so little in return! Now go!"

She gently shoved Sarah towards the group gathered by the fireplace and disappeared into the crowd Sarah knew she would be watching vigilantly.

She took another deep breath feeling giddy as yet again the perfumes scent filled her nostrils, she made her way over as elegantly as she could with her head spinning.

Sarah looked towards the group again but briefly stuttered in her steps the pretty blonde had been watching her movements, her cool blue eyes saw the approaching girl she gave a gentle smile which encouraged Sarah to move again.

Her heart hammered against her ribs and her head swam with nervous thoughts her lungs were on fire but she did not give in instead she carried on putting on a perfect smile walking straight towards Oliver with an extended hand.

"Hi, I'm Sarah Turner"

Oliver looked away from his previous conversation and beamed a cheeky smile before taking the offered hand and turning it over to gently caress his lips against it; Sarah blushed furiously and cursed herself inwardly for acting so flustered she could feel the icy daggers poking her neck from her mothers intense glare.

"And what a pleasure it is! I'm Oliver, Oliver Queen!"

He announced his name loudly exaggerating on the 'Queen' so everyone heard the blonde beside him rolled her eyes and Sarah giggled giddily.

"I know who you are sir, everyone does I was just so amazed you came, we hear so many stories about you I simply had to meet you"

"Yes I'm sure you have been told many things about Oliver"

The blonde's calm comment made Sarah's stomach do flips perhaps it would not be so easy to win over Queen with this woman present.

Despite the venom in her words her eyes held a compassion and understanding that Sarah didn't quite understand, Oliver suddenly remembered the pretty blonde by his side and shone with pride as he spoke.

"Oh of course how could I forget this is Dinah, the most beautiful woman in the world my, pretty bird"

His eyes revealed a hidden mischievous message in them that only the two of them understood Dinah chuckled slightly before returning her gaze to Sarah.

"Are you okay? You look like you're in pain"

Sarah smiled harder, she was in pain, her chest felt so hot and so tight breathing was painful every breath inwards felt as if the perfume was burning her throat, maybe Heather had gotten the perfumes wrong? She swore she could feel sweat forming on her back.

"I'm wonderful thank you, just dizzy from meeting you both in person; I am a bit of a fan of Queen Industries myself"

Oliver smiled with pride and his chest puffed up ever so slightly.

"Is that so? Maybe I should have you come to some of my board meetings and offer advice"

Sarah forced laughter she wasn't amused everything hurt, her skin felt tight it was so damn hot in the hall her senses were being overloaded by heat.

"I would love that! Only I'm only a little girl I doubt I would have much to offer to your already extraordinary business skill-"

She stammered in her words as her heart clenched tightly in the back of her throat she thought she could taste blood on her tongue, she remained as composed as possible as her body ached with painful sensations.

"Sarah? Are you okay there?"

Dinah and Oliver both shared the same looks but Sarah did not notice her mind was in pieces, what was happening to her? Had Heather done something to the perfume? No she wouldn't Heather was her closest friend she wouldn't!

Everything was spinning and Sarah hastily tried to spot her mother in the crowd anxiously wondering if she had seen her mess up so badly, this was it whatever chance at gaining some freedom she had was now long gone.

Dinah followed the girl's gaze and frowned.

"Does this have something to do with your mother, is she hurting you?"

Sarah whirled round eyes wide some of the crowd had noticed the display she was getting too much attention and not for the right reasons.

"N-no no just, I-I erm..."

As if she was the Flash himself Mrs Turner appeared by her daughters side wrapping a hand around her burning shoulders her nails ever so slightly digging into her flesh, Mrs Turner did note on the temperate of her daughter's skin, perhaps the girl was truly unwell.

"Is everything okay here? My poor daughter was unwell earlier but she insisted she attend, how are you enjoying the party?"

Dinah glared at her ignoring the question entirely matching Mrs Turner's icy glance with her own.

"I'm sure she wasn't the one who _insisted_"

Sarah could no longer pay attention to the world around her she could feel her body growing hotter and hotter so hot that any words she might have spoken burnt up on her tongue, Sarah's sight gave out as waves of heat rolled out of her chest over her skin, sweat fell from her forehead.

She could not understand the voices around her her mother and Dinah tried to get her attention hidden agendas aside they both realized something was wrong, but all could Sarah could hear was noise, so much noise so loud so hot she felt as if she were going to explode.

Everything became too much for the girl she shoved the arms away as blurry people stared at her.

"G-get.. get away"

Her voice was strained and she lost her balance hands shot out to grab her but she snarled at them the air itself caught fire in response causing people to jump away fearfully.

More people tried to reach out to the girl but she snarled again this time louder and more angrily and that was all it took, everything set aflame starting from within as her lungs finally caught light spreading across her body.

The flames danced around Sarah's skin burning the last droplets of perfume away everything became clear and Sarah saw exactly what was going on, the bright hall the stunned audience, and the girl on fire, she was on fire, Sarah Turner was on fire.

Sarah did the only appropriate response to such a situation, she screamed, she tried to pat out the flames moving erratically calling for help she tried to reach out for said help only for a ball of fire to shoot out from her palms causing guests to scamper away from the blast.

Sarah saw Heather's face for a moment within the crowd her gaze was calculating, she was studying her curiously, there was no concern, there was no love nothing and for the first time in her life Sarah felt something she had never felt before, betrayal.

The world began to set on fire around her and it was all she could do but scream and run away down the hallway joining the main room the flames raced after her like a loyal puppy catching light to everything she touched as the girl ran she began to float off the ground realizing she was no longer walking but flying she screamed even louder.

She suddenly fell onto the ground whatever trance had been keeping her floating had broken and she sobbed hot tears that evaporated the moment they weld up in her eyes, despite everything she felt anger, a rage so hateful it consumed her every thought and as the anger took control of the girl.

Sarah Turner exploded.

.

.

.

_~I know right, exploded, like what?! _

_Let me know what you made of this first chapter, I've read through it so many times now and I've found that if you leave your work for a day or so, come back and read through it again you will ALWAYS find something to change or improve on,_

_I bet there is one sneaky little spelling/grammar error in there somewhere...~_


	2. Chapter 2

_~ Slight tweaks to the story Artemis is already part of the team here but nothing major, __I'll admit I have some fun jumping between 1st and 3rd person when writing although sometimes I find I accidentally end up mixing the two in the same POV then I have to go back through editing it to just the one and let me tell you that's just super fun, I am curious as to which people prefer reading in but I've done both so... YEAH~_

_._

_._

_._

**Chapter 2 The Perfect Heist**

**Dick POV**

Superboy was strong Robin gave him that but he was so uncoordinated if it wasn't for his Kryptonian genes he wouldn't last long in a real fight, the clone's fist flew past Robin's head in yet another awkward attack Robin nimbly dodged out of his assault having years of experience on his opponent but he couldn't shake the feeling that this shouldn't be _this_ easy, he knew that Cadmus had gifted Superboy with an endless amount of combat knowledge but the clone had no idea on how to apply that knowledge to practice instead he preferred to opt for the straight up 'run at them and hit them'.

Dick thought bitterly about how stupid that was not every enemy could be beaten with punches, Robin took advantage of Superboy's awkward movements pouncing on his back to wrap his legs around the clones arms using his upper body strength Robin flung him backwards a few feet the floor lightened up and announced a 'fail' where Superboy landed.

The moment the clone touched the ground he was charging again Robin couldn't help the cocky grin that spread across his face as his opponent repeated the same mistake over and over, it meant the boy wonder could just dance circles around the clone all day long whilst this type of sparring wasn't anything new to Robin he hoped that it would provide beneficial training for his comrades.

Aside from Aqualad no one could match his hand to hand combat skills, Artemis was decent but better at range, Wally thought he was too fast to be hit and so didn't see any point in hand to hand training and M'gann made the same error Superboy did in relying on her powers too much, at least that's what Robin thought.

The team was gathered beside the training ring taking turns to practice one on one which each other M'gann stood next to Artemis watching the fight with forced interest the Martian still had to get to grips with hand to hand combat she didn't employ much enthusiasm either without using her powers she hadn't lasted a minute versus Aqualad, Artemis tried to look like she wasn't enjoying watching Superboy get his butt handed to him with a sinful smile she raked her eyes over the clone maybe she might just be watching his butt and the speedster was no where to be seen Dick suspected he may be in the kitchen, or at a restaurant half way across the state picking up some 'fast' food.

Red Tornado over saw the training exercises but never offered advice or correction during the sparring matches he merely acted as a referee which annoyed Robin how were they meant to improve if nobody pointed out their short falls? Most of the time the android just told the team when time was up and then disappeared Dick was glad that Bruce had been persuading Black Canary to give the team a few lessons, they _needed_ expert training especially considering their current state.

Aqualad stood next to their robotic den mother holding his shoulders high the Atlantean tried his best to help his friends with their schooling but he was no teacher the best he could do was provide physical demonstrations of his own techniques which had gone straight over their heads.

"Time"

Red Tornado's robotic voice called over the monitors and the training ring began to power down the android didn't stick around heading straight for the zetabeam, Superboy attempted another quick dive for the boy wonder which he sidestepped breathlessly, Dick laughed and cheekily grinned down at the clone.

"Come on Sups you have powers right? I don't so this should be easy!"

Superboy growled storming off towards the showers fists tightly clenched at his side, M'gann gave a worried glance at the direction Superboy had ran off to but decided against following instead she flew towards the lounge area cheerfully declaring she would fix something for dinner a swoosh of air signaled the arrival of Wally West he held a near empty bucket of chicken in one hand and in the other he held a pair of fried chicken legs he looked very happy with himself.

"Awww man did I miss training _again_"

Dick rolled his eyes at his best friend.

"You missed it on purpose, if you bothered sticking around sometime you might learn something"

Wally gave his friend a lazy look.

"Yeah right all we do is sit around watching you and Aqualad knock everyone on their asses, sorry dude, but nothing to learn from that"

Wally continued to tear into another piece of chicken as Robin and Artemis watched on in mock horror, Aqualad sighed upset with his team mates confession.

"I am sorry, I wish I had more to offer the team in terms of training but my own talents are only teachable to Atlanteans, I am also struggling to understand some of the surface fighting styles"

Dick nudged Kaldur's arm smiling.

"You're doing everything you can Aqualad, besides if Batman has his way we'll have Black Canary to cover our training soon"

That got Wally's attention forgetting the chicken morsels in his mouth entirely.

"The beautiful blonde in the tights? Sweet!"

Artemis punched his shoulder making the speedster yelp.

"You are such a pig"

"Aw now there's no need to be jealous"

Artemis made a face throwing the speedster another punch the two continued to squabble forgetting about their team mates presence in the room Dick watched the two of them shaking his head.

"Ill be heading home then if I'm no longer needed"

Artemis and Wally waved goodbye but Kaldur chose to walk with him towards the zetabeams he was silent until he was sure everyone was out of earshot.

"I will be glad when Black Canary begins her tutoring, I fear the team is in desperate need of improvement if our performance is anything to go by"

Dick hummed in agreement although he would never admit it, he too had trouble working as part of the team he was so used to running the dynamic duo gig that he forgot his team wasn't Batman and on occasion he had butted heads with others over what call to make.

"What do you think?"

Kaldur was older than Robin but the Atlantean asked for his opinion regardless the boy wonder did have a wide range of experience and was far more perceptive than his age would have you believe, his opinion was a useful one to hear as Robin was very mindful of his team mates.

"We're still new to this working together as a unit, I'm not saying we couldn't be better but I think this is a big learning curve for us all, maybe all we need is time to grow and understand how each of us works"

The two heroes stopped outside the zetabeam Robin punched in the details for Gotham waiting for the machine to power up.

"Perhaps, in truth I am more worried about Superboy, the others are far more likely to adapt and learn from mistakes but Superboy shows no sign of learning from his, his sparring today proved so"

That definitely was a possibility Dick still wasn't sure what the long term effects of being a Cadmus clone were or if there were any at all, there was no way to tell for sure and the one being on the entire planet who could help Superboy learn more about himself was pretending he didn't exist.

"He certainly isn't stupid just clumsy without Superman to teach him how to control his powers he is having to learn on his own I think the main issue is big blues lack of presence, its getting to him"

Kaldur nodded stiffly Dick couldn't help but think that he should show a smile now and again but Kaldur rarely ever showed the playful side of himself Dick knew it was there somewhere buried under that frown.

"Agreed, If he does not get control over his feelings he can become a danger and not an asset to the team but I have faith that he will prevail over his own demons"

Kaldur always so serious, Dick was going to get him to let his hair down one of these days while he did share Kaldur's concerns he also believed in his teams capabilities to overcome their struggles.

"I'll catch you later Aqualad"

"Very well, goodbye Robin"

Kaldur waved a plain goodbye and retraced his steps back into the cave Robin stepped into the zetabeam feeling the cave around him fade away into familiar back alleyways of Gotham city there was a zetabeam in the batcave but Robin fancied taking the longer route home tonight using his grappling hook to get onto the roofs he set off towards Wayne manor with the formation of the new team Robin didn't have much time to patrol Gotham with Bats, but if Bruce needed him he knew he would call straight away usually Batman's approach to threats was to always analyse the situation first rarely would he ever dive head on into trouble without knowing everything there was to know about his enemies.

It had been a crazy few weeks for Dick the whole Cadmus mess with the Genomorphs and Superboy, Blockbuster, Mister Twister and finally having M'gann and Artemis join the team both of them had proven to be valuable additions to their group M'gann's powers brought them advantages for covert missions with her telepathic mind link and having an archer on the team benefited them with more firepower in tight fights it also made Dick feel better having another non-powered hero among them but right now he was looking forward to just having some free time not that he could ever truly afford to relax in Gotham.

As the boy wonder swung from rooftop to rooftop his thoughts turned to his best friend, Wally had taken to the two new team members in different ways he was polite and charming to M'gann always dropping not so subtle flirtatious messages when speaking with her but the martian remained innocently oblivious.

He argued with Artemis on occasion but they were civil enough to each other for now Dick suspected Wally resented her for taking Roy's position as the team archer but the speedster hadn't vocalized this opinion yet, Dick would keep a close eye on the two of them sooner or later Wally would open his blabber mouth to express his views and _someone _needed to be there for damage control.

Aqualad was all business he approved of their new allies due to the unique skill sets they provided but Dick could tell he was still getting to know them, Kaldur wasn't exactly the most refined in socializing it had taken him years to get used to Wally and Dick even now there were times that Dick felt the Atlantean wasn't truly at ease around them.

Superboy was difficult to breakdown if he had any sort of opinion on any of his team he didn't show it he was almost robot like when speaking one on one limited to 'yes' and 'no' answers and then out of the blue he could erupt into either being really pissed off or really happy his constant mood swings gave Dick a head ache.

Dick began to venture out of the main city districts into the outskirts where Wayne Manor was located it was exciting to finally feel like they were part of the League by doing some good out there it wasn't what he had wanted at first but maybe just maybe it was what Robin had _needed, _all this time spent with the team had made him miss home and his family Bruce had expressed his worry but he also understood that Dick needed spread his wings on his own without the Bats constant supervision.

Dick had made sure he was going to spend some of his free time with his father so he didn't feel like he had been forgotten about, Bruce would never let it show but he loved his son he was always so busy playing Batman or Bruce Wayne that most people forgot he was a person with feelings the same as anyone else Bruce didn't help himself out either he hardly rested between kicking some sense into Gotham's criminal underworld or attending fancy parties.

He was going to attend one of these parties in Star City a few days ago along with Oliver and if Alfred hadn't put him on house arrest it was a good thing he didn't attend from what Robin had heard that had apparently gone bad, there had been some sort of explosion involving a metahuman lots of damage done but luckily no deaths.

Robin came upon Wayne Manor grounds jumping over the gate rather than waiting for it to open he hopped up the steps two at a time looking forward to an evening of eating Alfred's home made pie and watching his favorite shows.

_'Robin, batcave now.'_

Dick groaned through the communicator in his ear thinking miserably about how his plans for the evening were now out the window Bruce would only ask for his assistance if he required it besides it might be something fun Dick grinned as the possibilities ran through his head perhaps he would get to kick a few of Penguin's henchmen around Cobblepot always had a few stalking through out the city or maybe he would get to put Two-face back into his pretty little cell at Arkham Asylum it was long overdue that the madman was returned there.

Strolling through the manor with his hopes getting higher and higher he turned left into the library Dick had spent hours in here going through each and every book, he loved to read it was this very same passion that coincidentally lead him to finding the batcaves secret entrance which also lead to Dick discovering who the Batman was.

"Good evening Master Richard, did you have a pleasant day?"

Alfred was on a ladder dusting the higher up shelves he didn't question the suited up Robin it was a regular sight for him although he did complain whenever Dick would bring in dirty boots after a patrol.

"Hey Alfred, I did have a pleasant day thank you"

Dick walked up to one of the bookcases in the corner pressing the middle book until he heard a soft click the shelf disappeared and gave way to an elevator he got in and it automatically started going down Alfred quickly called down to him as he descended.

"Will we be having pie tonight sir?"

"Yes please Alfred!"

Dick heard the old butler chuckle, the elevator dropped down into the underground lair and the first thing Dick noticed was the wave of tension rippling through the air Bruce was arguing with someone over the communicator that someone sounded a lot like Clark but the line went silent as he entered.

"Robin"

"You know calling me by name doesn't hurt"

Bruce was in full gear hunched over the batcomputer pressing keys at an impressive rate.

"So has Two-face finally slipped up?"

"Yes, but that is not why I called you here"

Dick frowned he didn't doubt for a second that Bruce would let Harvey roam free but it annoyed him that they wasn't going after him right now if they knew where he was he could be in Arkham by the end of the night.

Sensing his son's annoyance Bruce cleared his throat to grab his attention.

"There have been several robberies committed around south Gotham over the last few months the culprit has been taking small amounts of money from registers and vaults on a regular basis, probably trying to avoid drawing too much attention, it worked at first but the repetitive attacks on the same kind of businesses have given him away"

A petty crook? That's what Bruce had called him down here for? Dick was a little disappointed they usually left the small fries to GCPD whilst they went after the more dangerous maniacs, like Harvey, why couldn't they chase him down instead.

"I know what you're thinking and no I didn't call you to hunt a _simple_ thief"

Batman always made Dick uneasy when he read thoughts just by looking at him, Bruce could tell you everything about a person just after meeting them once its one of the many things that made him the worlds greatest detective he could figure anyone out in seconds, well almost anyone, a certain clown still kept Batman on his toes.

"It's really creepy when you do that"

He didn't answer to that instead he tapped a few more buttons pulling up a video on screen.

"He was quick but one of the cameras caught footage"

The video displayed a vault within a seemingly secured room the clip continued normally for awhile with no sign of disturbance or interference Robin was expecting to see signs of video editing some clever crooks would loop old camera footage over the present to cover their break-ins but just as Dick was about to open his mouth the stone wall on the far side of the room crumbled apart like dry sand.

The opening formed was small but big enough for someone to squeeze through, the culprit was definitely male fairly tall but young he wore boots, black cargo trousers and a thick navy colored coat, his face was veiled by a hood and his movements were cautiously slow he seemed to be nervous so perhaps he wasn't experienced lack of experience could mean he was new to the game.

The stranger walked up to vault placing his hands against the metal for a split second his hands shimmered as they changed into _something_ Robin couldn't tell the image was too fuzzy on screen, then he dug his hands into the metal ripping the vault door off in one clean motion that made Robin's eyebrows shoot up, the stranger produced a bag and filled it up with handfuls of the vaults contents when the bag was full the stranger replaced the broken door and made his exit through the same opening when he was out of sight the wall jumped back into place like nothing had happened the perfect heist so to speak.

"A metahuman?"

Bruce nodded before typing away into the computer bringing up a zoomed up image of the guy pressing his hands against the vault, with a closer look Robin could see that his hands had turned into some sort of crystal which apparently had been strong enough to wrench the solid metal apart.

This was a bit more interesting than Dick had first thought but he wasn't happy about the news of another meta criminal in Gotham especially after running into others like Ivy and Croc although those two were more along the lines of mass murderers than petty thieves, all metas were dangerous that was a fact but most of them controlled their abilities living out normal lives, criminal metas on the other hand were lethal often they showed little concern for others bullying those who were weaker than them.

"The footage is two weeks old but he appears to have some influence over solid materials I've narrowed his control capabilities down to stone, sand and brick but it is not necessarily limited to those that is how he got in and out undetected by security, from the video evidence and vague reports given by GCPD officers, he is believed to be able to harden his skin to a form of crystal this increases his strength possibly defenses as well"

Dick felt excited about the new challenge those were not easy abilities to fight against but if he knew Bruce he probably had a hundred different ideas of how to catch the guy by now.

"Any leads on who he is?"

Bruce shook his head.

"No, his face was concealed every time, no finger prints or traceable chemicals and investigations have provided nothing that could be used to identify him"

Bruce pulled up a map of Gotham and a barrage of red dots popped up around the south side of the island.

"He stuck to small crime sprees in a controlled area I have been able to identify several likely targets he may attack in the future"

Batman pressed another button and a few more dots appeared these ones colored green.

"However he is smart only ever striking when I have been occupied elsewhere, so it is not likely that he will appear on his own accord I've set the scanners to monitor foreign meta energy signals if he uses his powers within any of these areas we will know if he is located and I am being currently held up by another issue I want you to shadow him but not engage, recon only, from there we can track him down together"

Dick nodded already aching to hunt this guy down they would catch him eventually and then it would be off to Belle Reve most likely Robin shuddered at the thought of that place, Dick revised all the data he had collected about the thief thinking of alternate ways to handle this threat peacefully just because they were Robin and Batman did not mean they always resorted to violence as a first response, that was one of the first things Bruce taught him to only turn to violence if there was no other way and _always_ keep his utility belt nearby.

"Maybe we could reason with this guy, he might be a young kid looking for some thrills, he hasn't hurt anyone yet just minor property damage"

"It doesn't mean that he won't hurt anyone, we still do not know his motives regardless of that the law was broken and that must be answered"

Bruce wasn't very found of metas in his city but Dick didn't believe that he would let this guy be shipped of to meta-jail for a few low key crimes if he could reason with the thief and make him see the error of his ways he would do it in place of arresting him.

"Are you considering letting him end up in Belle Reve?"

Bruce took a second to reply, when he did his voice was unwavering.

"If I have no other choice, yes"

Dick hoped this guy would wise up before the Batman found him.
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**Ethan POV**

I made a mistake, a big stupid mistake, I picked a fight that I thought I could handle and now I'm paying the price, my back moaned cruelly from where I had taken a painful blow I'm also pretty sure the entire right side of my face is bruised painful reminders that I had been too slow to use my powers.

Right now I was in the middle of nowhere a short distance away from a city a few miles south of Gotham I hadn't bothered to remember the name all I had cared about was that this city had gotten my attention for being 'hero free', stupid for me to think that would have made this easy there was little cover around a few trees here and there but nothing that would get these two assholes off my back.

Hearing the angry footing of my pursuers I picked up my own pace, I had thought it would be the perfect place to target and technically it was no heroes, no League, no Batman but I wasn't the only one who had similar ideas Tommy and his sister Tuppence were here and they were more than ready to cause some chaos when our paths had crossed they attacked thinking I was defenseless their mistake, after they found I wasn't such an easy target they tried a different approach.

_"Why don't you help us? See there's a bank here we're fixin' to have some fun with, you help us and bag ya'self some cash"_

I agreed. Stupid, dumb, idiotic why did I even think about allying with these two moments after they just tried to flatten me, my ears picked up on the whoosh of air behind me stopping my movements entirely I tensed in preparation feeling my body shimmer solid, the tree hit me square on but I wasn't moved an inch by its impact the wood splintered and burst into pieces when the debris settled Tommy was standing in my path smiling.

"HA! Y'all are so much more fun than that crappy town, haven't had me a good fight in ages"

"Keep looking for one asshole, I don't want to fight you"

"Sugar we're just gettin' started"

I hadn't heard Tuppence sneak up behind me but I moved out the way quick enough to avoid her uppercut she didn't hesitate quickly making a lunge for me but I brought up my crystal fist to meet her face and with a satisfying 'thwack' she was sent flying backwards, Tommy made his move going for a football tackle southerners and their love of college football...

Feeling the ground beneath his feet I made a rising hand gesture and the ground complied shooting up in tall pillars knocking him clean out of his charge into the air he landed near his sister disorientated but not hurt, taking my chance whilst I had it I turned and ran deeper into the thicket of trees the twins were _enjoying_ this, they enjoyed hurting people it made me feel sick.

They were back on their feet and right behind me in seconds Tommy was even laughing excitedly, _jerk_, I raised my hands as I ran commanding a few large chunks of earth to burst out of the ground hitting the pair of them, _choke on that_, the projectiles exploded into clouds of dirt and pebbles upon contact not enough to hurt them but it got into their eyes effectively blinding them for awhile.

I'm starting to realize that being a meta isn't all fun and games especially because I'm not the _only_ metahuman out there, I could hear the cracking of wood so I risked a glance backwards to see Tuppence finish breaking a tree in half, she threw the bigger half at me but I raised a wall of earth to intercept it no sooner than I had raised the wall Tommy smashed through it grabbing hold of the tree his sister had thrown mid air to propel it directly at me.

I didn't react quick enough this time the tree collided with fierce force Tommy whoop'd in celebration as I was thrown backwards across the ground my body skidding over the dirt when the world stopped spinning I hauled myself back onto my feet and carried on running I didn't feel any serious damage my ribs stung slightly but I'm in one piece, _lucky too lucky,_ we had been at this for awhile and whilst the twins seemed full of energy I was running on fumes if I could just _lose _them I could disappear this has been the longest I have ever used my powers and boy was I feeling it if I wasn't pumped with adrenaline right now I doubt I could stand up straight.

The ground exploded next to me as the other half of Tuppence's tree hit well...good thing she's not much of a shot.

"Nice aim!"

"I'm going to smash that pretty little face of yours _sugar_"

I've really had enough of these two, pivoting on my heel I slammed my fist into the ground creating a shock wave that traveled through the earth turning it into a storm of rock and dirt erupting upwards sending my attackers skywards when they landed they were momentarily buried under the rain of rubble giving me enough time to get some distance between me and them.

I'm pretty sure I can beat them on my own but I'm not at hundred percent right now I'm tired so damn tired I can feel my grip on my powers get careless I could withstand their super strength but it was getting really difficult to keep the crystal form going if I got hit without that up... well it would really hurt.

My head was pulsing from all the mental exertion I hadn't been part of many fights and I have never used my powers in a fight before so this was all _very_ new to me both thrilling and terrifying, its funny to think about how this had been such a simple idea 'rob a bank and get the money' I should have been smarter I should have pummeled the twins into the ground and walked away the moment I saw them.

But I needed to make a score and the time scale I was working with wasn't very flexible the actually heist went well I could have been back in Gotham now if I hadn't riled the twins into a fight, I had used my powers to get through the back walls of the building straight into the vault whilst the twins were supposed to keep everyone busy in the front after taking what I needed and only what I needed I was going to get out of there and back to Gotham but the screams the twins were causing stopped me.

I know it wasn't why I came here for I came for money plain and simple but if I had left and let innocent people get hurt or worse I would never have been able to live with that.

When I got to the front of the building everything was a mess the twins tore apart anything they could get their hands on a few people were injured and the pair were _laughing_, so I got their attention brought half a wall down on Tuppence and pummeled Tommy with bricks till they both came for me it worked I got them away from the city and away from anyone who could get hurt by them but in doing so I caused myself a lot more work at least people were safe for the time being.

I was actually surprised we didn't get any hero attention the twins were not exactly subtle in their actions it was bound to end up on the news at some point but I'm not complaining technically I'm their accomplice, ex-accomplice, so if a hero had turned up I would be in the same boat as the twins, maybe we could all share a cell in Belle Reve wouldn't that be just _lovely._

I stopped to rest against a tree my chest feels so tight I can't run anymore not until I catch my breath as I inhaled deep lungfuls of delicious oxygen I saw my appearance I have looked better my beloved coat was ruined the dark navy blue covered in patches of mud my trousers, boots and hands were also caked in dirt along with my hair dripping in sweat it wasn't a very pretty image.

_Lets just get through this and then worry about that._

"Rocky! Where are you? C'mon we didn't mean anythin' just play nice "

I froze in place hearing Tommy's voice ring out much closer than I would like him to be.

Wait what?

Rocky?

That's the nickname they were going with? Gemstone, Diamond Head, Crystal Fist so many good potential names...

_Focus Ethan, trying to avoid serious injury here._

Okay, think... the only thing that had really affected them at all was when I actually _hit_ them if I could get close enough to do that I might be able to knock one of them out but only if I land a clean hit I can withstand their attacks for awhile but not forever, so I need to hit them quick and hard easy right?

_Okay, you've got this, you can do this._

I'm ready to go for Tommy when he gets close enough feeling more tense as each second dragged on after a good minute of silence I'm losing confidence I take a quick peek around the side of the tree only to see no twins in sight slowly I crawl out of my hiding position crouching as low as I can go, the first step makes the leaves rustle under my weight, the second step I carelessly snap a twig with my foot the sound is deafening my heart is in the back of my throat...

Upon taking a third step I slip in the mud falling to the ground with a loud thud.

_Oh crap._

The tree beside me splinters in two and a very angry Tuppence is glowering down at me I'm trying my hardest not to laugh as I look at her she is _covered _in mud from head to toe knowing very well that I was responsible I tried to at least hide my amusement.

I was yanked off my feet by the back of my collar and dangled in front of Tommy who had sneaked up behind me.

"Gotcha!"

Tommy was just as muddy as his sister but he looked less concerned by the mud and more happy that he had caught up to his prey.

"Thought we were friends, and here you are trying to hurt me? hurtful"

My waggling tongue quickly earned me a fist to the gut briefly knocking the air out of me.

"Yeah...hurtful"

Tommy growled or maybe he was speaking it's incredibly hard to tell the difference with him his sister came into my line of sight with a distasteful look on her face.

"This was my favorite shirt darlin' now look at it"

I held my tongue although it was burning to throw a comment back.

"So I think y'all be handing the money over to pay for a new one'"

_Oh no, that's really not gonna happen._

"You want it? Try take it"

Another punch was thrown to my gut but I saw it coming and tensed Tommy cried out as his fist collided with crystal skin his fingers crunched on impact the boy snarled angrily and went to throw another but I reacted quicker punching him in his big stupid face.

The cracking sound made when my crystallized hand collided with Tommy's thick skull was ear-piercing he dropped to the ground holding his head moaning.

"Tommy!"

Tuppence made her move for me so I rolled out of her reach she stood next to her brother practically vibrating with anger but she was also giving me just the opportunity I needed to trap them both.

Quickly separating the ground beneath them I formed a hole which swallowed them up they fell in and I slowly clenched my fists making the ground around them tighten around their bodies till they could no longer struggle in the end both of their heads were sticking out above ground as they wriggled to get free.

"Its been real fun guys"

I wasted no more time on the twins running in the opposite direction leaving them behind for good they would eventually get free but I'll be long gone, I hated using my powers for this it made my insides twist thinking about the look on those peoples faces at the bank, the pure fear, knowing that they were scared of _me _once mother was well I'll never do this again consequences be damned I am no Tommy or Tuppence.

I had always thought I'd be a hero... when my powers first manifested I had been so excited I remember going into the living room a proud kid head held high marching up to my parents saying 'Watch this!' pretty sure I nearly made my mother faint that day but all things considered they handled it pretty well as well as they could in their situation.

They had told me to keep it a secret that nobody outside of the family should know I was a stubborn child told them no but father convinced me that all superheroes needed to keep their secret identity hidden so I had agreed I went to school acted normal never told anyone so that I could one day become a hero.

Dad died before that could happen and the ground fell out from beneath my feet I didn't want to be a hero anymore now all I wanted was to keep mother healthy and alive, it would be awhile before I would get back to Gotham I will probably have to catch a coach back there would be no way to get through airport security and I would also need to avoid the city entirely people might recognize me and we can't have that now can we...

I laughed to myself quietly as the last of the adrenaline wore off.

Rocky...what a name.
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_~Did you know there are three main types of rock, sedimentary, metamorphic and igneous... No? well now you do a gift of knowledge from me to thee and don't you look at me with those eyes! It was character research... _

_Also I can't write southern accents good GOD I had such trouble with that~_


End file.
